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Introduction
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This is the fourth year that WordCrafter Press has produced a volume for the Poetry Treasures series, and I have to say that I’m especially proud of this fourth volume, In Touch with Nature is special to me because it’s the first one that features my poetry. It was an honor to be the August guest on Robbie Cheadle’s “Treasuring Poetry” blog series on Writing to be Read in 2023 after the release of my first poetry collection, Small Wonders.

It is an honor to be included with the other fantastically talented poets featured in this volume. We have the works of Andrew McDowell, whose unique views of nature may carry inner meanings. And of course, the works of the multi-talented, Robbie Cheadle, who offers a look into the life on the South African savannah. Also, those of Patricia Furstenberg, which speaks of the skies, offering a bird’s eye view. The works of Marcia Meara, whose use of sound in her poetry lets us hear and feel as if we are within the poem itself. Luanne Castle’s poetry carries messages of hope and gratitude for this Earth we live on and all its creatures. The syllabic poetry of D.L. Finn sets readers at ease to enjoy the natural world around them. Emily Gmitter’s poetry ponders life, the seasons and the sands of time. Selma Martin’s verse reflects on aging, celebrates the seasons, and champions green energy. The works of Merril D. Smith explores connections in nature for a focused point of view. Frank Prem’s poetry is filled with hope and wonder. And special guest, Colleen Chesebro shares the beauty of nature through syllabic verse which pleases the eye as well as the heart and mind.

In Touch with the Nature is truly a treasure trove of poetic gems that I know you will enjoy.
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January guest—Andrew McDowell
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About Andrew McDowell

[image: Author Andrew MdDowell]

Picture caption: Author photograph of Andrew McDowell

Andrew McDowell is the author of the fantasy novel Mystical Greenwood, which was a finalist in the 2019 American Fiction Awards, won the 2021 Maryland Writers’ Association Novel Contest, and was an honorable mention in the 2021 Top Shelf Magazine contest. Andrew has had poetry, short stories, and essays featured in anthologies and literary journals. He was diagnosed with Asperger Syndrome, an autism spectrum disorder. Visit andrewmcdowellauthor.com to learn more about him and his work.



The Double Rainbow

When the storm had passed

And the winds were calm

One person after another

Followed the other

To the door

***
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Then I myself took the path

And beheld as Noah had done

The colors red to violet

All together

***
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But there was not one

But two

Two rainbows

Side by side

***
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One clear and bright

The other had faded

Almost unseen

Yet it was there

With her sister

***
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Well rejoiced

As we took the road back

Then later I learned

Many more elsewhere

Had seen them too

***
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Many were drawn

And many had seen

Two great rainbows

We shared in this

And they shared us

***
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Together we saw

Together we were

Just as were they

Those two rainbows
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Picture caption: Pencil sketch by Andrew McDowell 



New-fallen Snow

With the arrival of winter,

A colder wind hath blown hither,

During which time everything shall turn white.

***
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In time witness the new-fallen snow,

As it casts a radiant glow,

Heaven’s candle no longer shines so bright.

***
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Now the same air bred harsher cold,

Wintertime we might love to behold,

Yet prefer to stay in near a fire.

***
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Though barren the landscape might be,

One finds the warmth of family

For love and friendship are never dire.

***
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Evergreens glisten as kids play,

Till silver and white melt away,

Like all seasons winter is a passing.

***
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Roughly everyone has toiled on,

Only to learn once it has gone,

New-fallen snow is such a wondrous thing!

[image: Pencil drawing ofhouses on a mountain with snowflakes falling]

Picture caption: Walkin’ in a winter wonderland pencil sketch by Andrew McDowell



Rough Stones

I dig and dig the whole day through

For I seek to find jewels hidden deep

But what I find are not those gems

Only stones rough as the rocks around

From which they were hewn

***
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Rough through they be they can be more

When polished up and cut many times

A jewel then will be beheld

In delight by many and many more

The jewel they remember

***
[image: image]


But forget not the original rough stone

For without it there can be no jewel

And with no jewel none can be happy

For it is the rough stones we need

[image: Pencil drawing of a picket fence with trees behind it.]

Picture caption: Pencil sketch by Andrew McDowell
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The Sea Hawk

Looking out upon the river

Near the end of the day

I wonder what is coming next

When I go on my way

And I cannot help but be filled

With a flood of dismay

***
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On the river must be flowing

It is a ceaseless flow

I thought if time were a great bird

That bird must always go

Like a restless bird time flies on

This I certainly know

***
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Forth and never back whence it came

Gone is the day before

So it shall never be the same

Only once through each door

Each night another day has gone

Each moment nevermore

***
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I must bid farewell to my youth

For now this time has come

After so many years at home

You see why I am glum

In a small moment of solace

All I can do is hum

***
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As I begin to take my leave

I then hear a faint cry

To which I see a young sea hawk

Much too young yet to fly

Yet with the flapping of his wings

He was eager to try

***
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Left I did and traveled so long

The years so quickly past

Now I am lost along my path

For it was much too fast

Where in this world is my place

As it seems I came last

***
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Gazing at a sky orange and pink

Once again in this place

By the river watching the sun

Walking at a slow pace

A great sea hawk came overhead,

Flying with such a grace

***
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I wondered if it was the same

The sea hawk from way back

That I saw as a young fledging

Also having come back

There was something familiar

Yet if so why come back

***
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Upon a branch he perched himself

While I watched with my eyes

He looked down upon me in turn

With his own piercing eyes

It was a moment without time

And then with force he flies

***
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I just stood there watching him go

Fading from my sight

I turned around with strength of heart

For it was not yet night

There was hope still within the air

With the sunset so bright

***
[image: image]


Strong remembrances will endure

As life becomes a quest

So like a sea hawk time flies on

Without a cozy nest

Yet as the future comes along

Yet to come is the best

***
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All memories can linger strong

Even as we go far

Past is past but it’s never gone

Shining like a bright star

It remains in the heart and soul

They make us who we are

[image: Pencil drawing of a man walking through the trees, leaving footprints in the snow.]

Picture caption: Pencil sketch by Andrew McDowell



A Bare Tree

These branches that once bore leaves rich and green,

Have not seen such since for over a year;

What glory and beauty that had been seen,

Now seems lost and that is the greatest fear.

Why will the sun not shine again for thee?

Thee whose leaves born let me know who I am.

Why they were even such a part of me,

From the beginning when I found thy stem.

Long have I tried to help what divine did make,

For I seek not to remain in such gloom.

Not just for mine but many unknowns’ sake.

For the bare branch will give but wintry doom.

Grow again that I may now know my way,

That once more I can say why hope did stay.

[image: Pencil drawing of a cabin in the snow with smoke coming from chimney]

Picture caption: Pencil sketch by Andrew McDowell

The Owl’s Hunt

Only when the nightfall holds sway will the owl pursue its prey.

Waiting patient upon that bough, gazing out to all down below.

Blackness is no match for the eyes of a bird said to be wise.

He shall stay hidden in the night until he knows the time is right.


Patiently the owl shall hunt.


***
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Hooting sometimes but never seen, how can he remain so serene?

When upon silent wings, do soar in night darkening evermore.

Great predator may he then swoop so confident never to droop.

Talons outstretched the prey to catch immediately to dispatch,


For with stealth the owl can hunt.


***
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Now here but once again is gone at the impending crack of dawn,

Full belly the endeavors done ‘til the very next setting sun,

Again to remain hidden thus, making not even just one fuss,

Loitering upon its high perch, never to be left in the lurch,


Successful was the owl’s hunt.





[image: Pencil drawing of the back of an owl's head looking down on its prey]

Picture caption: Pencil sketch by Andrew McDowell
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